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all went down together. I must have got there first,
for I found two French soldiers on top of me, which was
a satisfactory protection against bomb shrapnel. The
only trouble was that long after the 'planes had gone
the soldiers were still there and I was beginning to
suffocate. When the first shock was over pandemonium
broke loose. Women and children rushed out of the
train, across the fields to a wood a mile away; others
crawled under the train and remained there for the next
hour. We tried to calm people down. Miller looked
after a mother and her baby, and I felt almost proud of
my " parachutist" uniform when a small girl took my
hand and said to her mother : " I want to stay with
the officer ! " I went back into our carriage to get one
of the cushions to put over her head in case the 'planes
came back, and found " old soldier" Boursier, the
correspondent of the Intransigeant, who had been through
three campaigns, lying full length on the seat with both
cushions on top of him, smoking a cigarette. I removed
one cushion and gave it to the girl and her mother.
Another mother wanted me to find her small boy, who
had run away in a panic. I found him two fields away,
miming about aimlessly. " No, no, I can't go back to
that train," he kept on saying. Eventually I picked him
up and carried him back, but a few minutes later he was
off again. Everyone was frightened the 'planes would
come back, which in fact they did, to bomb the station.
Hve bombs fell only fifty yards from the engine, and
blew out all the station windows; the only loss of
life was three chickens, and one rabbit, wounded. No